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Edvard Shepherd, Eſg; 


S TR, | 
Ask Pardon for my Pre- 
of 1 8 ſumption in throwing this 
Nat your Feet, unworthy as 
it is, of ſo great a Protector; but 
knowing you a Gentleman of ſo 
much Generoſity and Good-nature, 
beſides an Encourager of all At- 
tempts in Poetry, has embolden'd me 
to uſher this ſmall Endeavour into 
the World under your Protection, 
as expecting a more favourable Re- 
ception from the Town, where 
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iy DEDICATION. 
Four Indulgence has conſented tg 
let e . 


refixed. 

So you whoſe Columns (efp ecially 
N Muſes Seat) vill be your Monu- 
ment, and make your Excellence in 
Architecture famous to Poſterity, 
by your k ind Aſſiſtance of this my 


firſt Attempt in the kind, will prove 


the only Pillars on which it reſts, 
and be a much ſurer Support than 
either the Merit of the Piece, or 


the Candor of 2 good-nafur' d Au: 


e. 


| SIN, Iam 


Hund le Ser vant, 


Johx RANDALL. 


SCENE IL. Madrid. 


Enter Lady Pedro and Clara. 


A Chamber SCENE. 
Air I. When Bright Aurelia. 


Lady Pedro. 
d TS Beauties Part te Conquer all 
And Slaves their Homage Pay, 
But here the Victim I muſt fall, 


Ts 2 And all theſe Arts n 


45115 ye Gods ! Oh! Eaſe my 

Le: Succeſs my Love N Z 
Avant the Torment of Diſpair 
Or let Death the Conteſt end. 


2 Clara, My Indiſpoſition is not to be 
cure 
Cla. Not without applying the proper Me- 
dicines I grant you eG: Had [fucks Con- 
feſſor as Father Barnardo, —— I fay no more, 
— but! fancy W wou'd trouble my Con- 
ſcience long. 
| L. Bed. 


"A, 
þ 


a * 
ur *” 
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6 be DisA POINT MENT. 


Y 8 Had. What do you meaann? 
4%. My meaning depends upon yours, Mad- 


pray what do you mean, by Painting Fa- 


ther arnardo's Picture in ev'ry Room of the 


Houſe, at your Beds-head, your Toilet, at the 
bottom of your Crucifix, at every corner of 
your Handke chief. Nay, upon your very Fann 
too; as if the good Father, like the Traveller 
in the Fable cou'd heat and cool at once. 

L. Ped. Is there any harm in wearing a good 
Man's Picture, is he not of the Pillars of our 
Church, eminent for exclaiming againſt Hereſy 
and Schim ; and fain would reconcile the 
World to Rome's pure Religion. Oh! They 
are bleſt that he converts happy the Pair, 
who e're. they be, that are i Wedlock joyn'd 
by him,=—wou'd I had been one of thole. 

Ca. If the good Father has this healing Art, 


Why are you ſo uneaty? A Letter of Comfor- 


net us d to be out in my Guels 


table Conſolation wou'd revive the Colour in 


thaſe Cheeks, and give great Satisfaction to your 


Mind, or I have loſt my Judgment; and I am 
where 


Lee is the Biidl-, 

L. Ped, Well —ſince thou haſt hit my Diſ- 
te nper ſo exactly, Gi l, PII contels in geniouſly 
to thze, I do love Father Barna: do to Diſtrac- 
don but how to diſcover my Paſſion, or what 


þ þ 


Reception it may met with, when diſcover'd, 


It is that which racks me. XS 


Air II. New. By Mr, Warwell. 


To bt freed from iny Marriage State, 
Pd give all that is good and great; 
Fur fux- it 15 the Load of Life, We 
Le be % gued with the Name of . 
4. 


An OPERA, | 
Cla. What Reception ?—a kind one I war- 
rant ye Madam; and your Marriage will ber- 
ter ſecure-——2 Husband is a convenient Cloak, 
for theſe Affairs, ind fo: the Prieſt, tho 
forbid to Marry, as a mortal Sin ; Fornication 
was never reckon'd more than venial; and for 
Diſcove:y, whilſt there is Pen, Ink, and Pa- 
per in the World, a Woman can never be at 
a Loſs to tell her Mind write to him, Ma- 
dam, write to bim | | 
L. Ped. But who ſhall carry it? | 
Cla. Your Iriſh Footman, he's a ſimple ho- 
neſt Fellow, and may be eaſily manag'd, Do 
ou write your Letter, Madam, and I'Il give 
im Inſtructions in the mean- time. 


I . Pd. I'II do it this Inſtant. 


[Exit, Clara goes to the Door, and calls Teagus 
who enters. n ; 

Teag. Well, Mrs. Clara, what Commands, 
what Commands, have you for Teague, now ? 

Cla. Do you think you can do a Meſſage 
cunningly Teague. | | 

Teag. Cunningly ; yes faith can I, we are 
all ſo cunning now, — what, for a Meſſage is it 
JOY. —— , | —_ Pa 
x Cla. It is a Letter for Father Barnardo at 
the Convent of St, Francis, if you do it hand- 
ſomely a Moidore is your Reward ; but if 
you make any Miſtake. 

Teag. Hub, bub, bub, bub, bub, bu, mifſ- 
take,—no faith won't I, and Arra, will you 
be after giving me the Moidore — indeed, up- 
on my Soul, honey. — 

Cla. Upon Honour ? ( _ 
Teag. Arra, ſay no more now-—l will 
after coming in a Quarter of the Clock, 

Cla. Stay, ſtay, you muſt take the Letter, 
Teague, Teag. 
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$8 The DisAbpPOIKNT SIN. 
Yong . No, no, #6, tis no matter, I have 4 

very c Letter in my . 

| well, my Shoul, Joy 

F Te, bs Faith will it. * 

Q. Ha; ha, ha, ha. 0, an, Ning, that 

| Won'tdo, KTI ferch the Letter 


Exit; and Yeaurus 4 
Tiere Theyin, there is LL, but 4 — 
meet 


your Maſter; not a Word of it to bim, 
for your Life Land 1 charge you to gi e it 


into no-bolly*s Hand but the Pri s; and bring 
me un Anſwer: 


Air II. When che bright God of Day, &t: 
| Haſte, baſte, fre ar and away, 
at 


To 1 Prieft 
e 1 fork le — 


For bis ower will eaſe, 
Au ber Ladylep pleaſe, _ 
Baut ber a Don in the Notida, 


Make haſte back with the Anſwer, and then 
Trug. Wurrt then Joy? — 

Qu. Then che Meidore is yout n. 

Teag. Yes F aith will I Joy. — 


sc ENR, The Drs. 


| Re-enter Teague. | 
Arta, upon my Shoul, Ee nne . 


A gening 4his plaguey Prieſt's 8 
ith, was I, — Father, Bom, Bom, Bom. Bi an, 
bo St. Patrick, I was not knowing 923 
or now, — bat will I da; .— "5 the Devil 
ſhall git: wren — 
| tra, 


— 


4 OPERA. 9 


Arra, pon my Salvation, 55s a fine « ſtory yes 
faith; is it, 


Air IV. O Ponder well, 
A Pox on all Miifoffints light, 


J fo unlucky am, 
O] belp me good St. Patrick bright, 
To think on this Prieſt's Name. 


Enter Don Pedro, Bebind hint, looking over Bin 
on the Later. 


D. Ped. For Father Bernardo: 
IP Arra *pon my Salvation, dat is the name, 


Turns guick upon Don Pedro, and farts. 
9 iy my 2 what tell! ſay now. 


d. Whether are you going with that Let- 


we Sirrah ? It i is my Wife's Hand. 
Teng, Upon my Shoul, à very good Jeſt; 
firſt read e ſuperſcription, and then ask where 


it 

P. Ped It may not prore ſo good a Jeſt, as 
you think, Sirrah,, — Who gave you that 1 . 

Teag, Arra maſter, you are very uncivil to 
enquire into Folk's Buſineſs, ſo you are, yes 
faith, are you. 

D: Ped. I ſhall be ſo very uncivil as to break 
your head, you Raſcal, if you don't anſwer me 
to the Purpoſe: Give me the Letter, you dog 
you. 

Teag. Arra faith,, won't I; E. that's the way 
to loſe the Vloidore, which Jam to have for 
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10 The D1SAPPOINTMENT, 
D. Ped, A Moidore for carrying of it! Sure | 
the Buſineſs is ve y urgent, when the Poſtage is 
ſo dear. — Give me it, I fay, or I, or, or, 
[Lays bis Hand upon his Sword. . 
Trag. No. upon my Shoul, wont J. 
D. Ped, Won't you, Sicrah. | 
[Draws and beats bim. 
TFieag. Aria, take the letter, | 
| ED. [Throws it at } » RAO: 2 .— | 
Pox on me, if I don't wiſh the Devil had ye 
both, yes faith, do I, for poor Teague loſes his 
Moidore, now. And Mrs. Clara will never ſend 
me of any more Arrands, yes faith won't ſhe, 


D. Ped. Ho, Ho Clara gave it you, did 


ne? 0 5 
| 5 opens it. 
Teague. Yes, indeed, now. And I believe there 
is ſome very g eat Sin in the Letter, now, that " 
A good Father was to ſend pardon for, fol 
D. Ped. Monſtions ! What do I feel; — Yes, 
here's a Sin with a Witneſs, (Reads) 8 
Dear _ Father, forgive me, when [ tell you the 
more I ſee jou, the more ] love you, and hate my 
Husband; © hum, very fine. 
and the more I prey againſt the Temptation, the more 
powerfully my Inclination pleads in your Behalf. 


| T., Furies and Deſtructions. 
I implore your charitable Aid, to conquer this unru- 
ly Sin. es, VII help you with a Ven- 


geance to you, 

Nothing but your Company can prolong the Life of 

Flora. I ay you fo, Miſtreſs, very well. 
[To Teay.) Ciara gave you this Letter, you ſay? 


Teas. 


A4. OPERA. 11 
Trag. Yes, faith, did ſhe. —Arra, dear 
honey Maiſtre, an have you done with the Ler- 


ter, that I may carry it to the good Father; 
—— what do you call him, or 1 ſhall loſe the 


Moidore ? Yes, faith, ſhall I. 


D.Ped. Theſe arethe Comforts of Matrimony. 


Air V. New. By Mr. Warwell. 


Marriage ſurely is a Curſe, 

What than Marriage can prove worſe ; 
No ſooner Wed | 
Or ſcarcely Bed, h 

But abroad the Wife will roam, 

And ſoon the Man, a Cuckold form. 


3 


Ha! I have a lucky Thought come into my Head, 
and this Fellow's Simplicity may be of uſe; 
— Fark ye, Teague, come along with me, 


I am acquainted wita Father Barna: do, VII pro- -- 
cure you an Anſwer to this Letter; it is as you 


ſay, a Letter of Confeſſion, and I believe Cla- 
ra might not per orm the Articles of Agreement 
with you, if ſhe knew I had ſeen it; but take 
no Notice of that, do you hear, and there are 


two Moidores for you, Sirrah. 
© +» Exit D. Pedro. 


- 


* 
22. [I 
* - 


Teag. Oh! pon my Shoul, poor Teague is 


dumb, now will I have three Moidofres zÞ—<this 
was a lucky beating for poor Teague: Now will 
I drink St. Patricks Health, till I am as ied as a 
Poratge, yes faith, will I, 


& 


B 2 Enter 


[Exit 7. eague. 


„% The DDr” MENT, 


Enter Father Barnardo. : 
F. Bar. I have had very odd Dreams laſt 
night; ——methought, I was in Bed with La- 
dy Pedro, —ah, woll it was real, — for ſhe 
is a charming Woman by St. Anthony; I never 
heear her Confeſſion, but my Virtue is much ſtag- 
ger d, the Fleſh and Spirit hold ſtrong Content: 
tion. Oh! She is a delicious Marſel. : 


Air VI. Nog. By My. Warwell. 
We are mere out-fide Pretenders, 
And Relgions weak Defenders. 
A Pattern good we 049ht to ſew, 
Which indeed to- ſeldom do; 


| 7 4 Lib-rty of Conſcience tale, 
AJaemelimes to keep, and ſametimes break. 


Fa! her Hysband, I hope be did pop hear me. 


| 1 Enter D Pedro, 
N. Ped Sp I have gilpaich'd the Ir hm.: 


"Me ; y 
Hal! Father Barnardo, well met, I was 
going to your Convent? .——1 have a Favour to 
—_— 
F. Jar, Nou may command me Senior Pedra, 
—— Pray, What h it? 


H. Ped, Why I myſt defice you to procure | 
97 A agg your Order, for au Hour or two. 
er. I hope you have no Enterprize in 
View, that may Kandaliz 


e the Prieſthood. 
D. Ped, 


T not fail to accept your kind Invitation 


Mm OPER& ' ay” 


D. Ped. Fye, Fye, does a Man of ay Yearg 
give you room for Suſpicioa? Beſides I am a 
married Man, you know. 

F. Bar. And have the moſt beautiful Lady in 
all Madrid; — A religious, vireuqus Lady 
»——Ah Senior, you are a happy Man. 


Air VII. New. Set by Mr. Warvell. 
Happy you, that is pl Hing 
Virtue like bers, it's a Bl ing 
Foy and Pleaſure, 
Out of meaſure ; 
You may think your ſclf ever bleſt, 
Whilſt with a Wife ſo kind p t. 


D. Ped. A Curſe on the Happineſs, her 


Vi. tue and your Sanctity, Father, might have 
3 a Monſter, call'd a Cuckold, if Fortune 


not flung me in the w.y to prevent it. 

F. Bar. What ſay you Scuior ? 

D. P:g. I ſay I am contented, Father. 

F. Bar, 1 1 54 another Man wou'd he tran- 
ſported, raviſh'd, nay almoſt guilty of Idolatry. 

D. Ped, (Ajide) Humph, of would 9 
been fine Work if they had come together; Oh! 
theſe Prieſts are full of Abſtinence and Piety. 

5 Bar.] It you'll oblige me with a Habit, let 
it immediately, and | ſhou'd be proud, if 
you'd give me this Evening to ſup with my Wife 
—for PII affure you Fatner, ſhe has a profound 
Reſpect for you. 

. Bar. | am much oblig'd to her, Senior, 


come 


ul 


6 | * 


tig The MMA n 


| coins along with me, and Ill give you the Hz- 


Aide. 
A profound Reſpect for me: — Oh / that it 
Were Love. Exit. 


D. Ped. I'll ſend for em this Minute, Father, 
but 1 muſt pay a Viſit to my virtuous Wife, and 


ſee how ſhe bears her AG 
(ol 


S CEN F Chae: toa "FEI and diſe 


tovers Lady Pedro reading the Letter. 


Enter Clara to her. 


L. Ped. E has anſwer'd as I could wiſh— 
"Meat Clara, how ſhall Ireward thee? 
[Gives Money. 


Take ye chat as a Token of my future Service 
ko you;ahe- ſays he will come in the Twilight, 


Which will ſoon be here, tho? not ſo ſoon as 
I] cou?d with it; he defices for Reaſons, which he 
will give, he ſays, to be admitted in the Dark; 


Which Caution does not diſpleaſe me, ſince it 


may prevent the Confuſion I ſhall be in after 
fuck a Declaration. * 


he Wives their Virtue boaſt, 
Artifice to blind ;. 


A nobler 10 ion bere's poſſeſt, | 
«fwd new Delights ws ps 2 Mind. 


xeunt ſeverally, 


Ela He did NH on purpoſe, Madam, he is 
a true Cavalier, and underſtands his Buſineſs on 
a Hair; he knows Darkneſs is neceſſary u 


thele Occalions—it prevents a Lady's Blu a 
. wag ods 


An OPERA, 13 
0d's-heart, Madam, here's my Lord, I hear 
him cough—— N 
L. Ped. O miſchievous Minute I here, here, 
run down the back Stairs and burn the Letter 
immediately, I'll to my Book. [Exit Clara. 
[She fits down by the Table and reads, 


| | Enter D. Pad. | 
There ſhe ſits as if ſhe knew nothing of the 


Matter—ah! Cockatrice—— Aide. 
| [7 0 ber.] 
What always at thy Devotion Pigſey ? 


IL. Ped. How can I paſs away my Time better 
in your Abſence Pudſey. Were it not for theſe 


good Books, I ſhould be very melancholly, when 


you are from me Pudſey. [ Fondles him. 
D. Ped. (Afide.) Hell canfound her for a 
diſſembling Witch. | 
L. Ped. What ails my Pudſey, you look que 


of Humour, with your nown Pigley, what have 


I done, ha? | 
D. Ped. Nothing yet I hope, — hut that's n 
Fault of hers-——T dare ſwear [ Alide, . 


L. Ped. Nay, what are you ſtudying far 
D. Ped. Why if you muſt know my little 
Pigſey then I'll tell you; Dan Duart lays 
Claim to part of the Eitate I bought laſt Fear, 
And I muſt be oblig'd to leave my Pigſey 
for two or three Hours this Evening, in order tg 
conſult the Lawyers about the matter, that's all 
my Dear-—3nd 1 was afraid you wou'd take 

it ill of your nown Pudley,—— | 
ia | L, Ped, 


Sw 4 - 


16 the Di2 kd3 orier u x; 
L. Ped fa. Lueky beyond E 


No, no, Pud, I am not io un eaſonable 37 
ther, I ban divert my ſelf wih my Books till 
you ferurn,—bur do Pudſcy make all the hafte 
you can to ur nown Dear. x; a 
'D. Pod D; 
23 more haſte than you wou'd wiſh I 
dare 2. 


Goimghchar I Will by 'S ſe E 

bag,” Ped. What never eee 
Oh! You don't love me— o, you are a 
naughty Nubby I, I, I, I. with 1 cow d love 
you leſs! 2 our bet Handterrhief and fobs. 
D. Ped, =o 
Did ever Woman make a Cuckold | 

with 2 better Grace—Ounds ſhe out-does an | 

2 150 Wie ber.] 5 

ay don't weep Fiſup, —['ll ſtay withthees  'Þ 
let the Eſtate __— it wilkrather than diſ- 1 
pleaſe my lite Filup. 

L. Ped. Heaven orbid, that were en 
the Jeſb a little too; far ! 1 
* no, I don't deſive that Pudſey 

(A)) Nog dare ſwear it. 
13 of ed. Go, ae me a kiſs firſt, Pudſey 
N N Ak, you are a cee ee 
(Aas be, ) Gwod ler Pigſcy, bye, 


[ Zrit Dos Pedro 
LNA Bye, bye, w wau'd' all ny heart a 


sen 


me is gone, Girl; moſt fo 
Cla. Loverheart all, and wiſh you y of this 
: 9 


A OPERA 17 
tunity, Come, come Madam, away to your 
Chamber, tis near the time, and there con- 
templa e on your coming, Joy, whilit I your 
Harbinger of Bliſs wait to conduct the Man 
that is to c on your Happineſs, 

L. Ped. | fly, l 3 


Air VIII. PII range all round 
In Love's Diſeaſe, no Blame we find, 
Like ſweet Enjoyment heal the Mind : 


O fly ye Moments, feiftly fly, | 
For till be is bere, I languiſh, dis. 


SCENE Diſcovers Lady Pedro, lying 
* | on a Couch. | 


L. Ped. LESS me! What Noiſe was 
that, — my heart akes, hor- 
ridly, leaſt the old Cuff, ſhou'd return and pre- 
vent my c arming Prieſt, 


Euter Clara leading in D. Pedro in 4 Prieft's 
Habit. | 


 Cla. Fear Nothing, Father, ſtrait ſorward is 
your Way to Happineſs. E 
D. Ped. A Happineis, I fear, will bode ſome 


# 


.' of you no Good. — 
Sweet, Sweet, Daughter, where are you 
[Exit Clara. 


I. Ped. Ha! he's come, —— here, here, 
my too charming Father, can you forgive a 
Woman's Weakneſs? SP 
Ls [ Both groping, as in the dark. 
D. Ped. Common Frailture of Fleſh and 
Blood, if thou haſt pray'd againſt it, * 1 

C one 


18 The DiSAPPOINTMENT, 
done thy Part: For my Part, *tis the Buſineſs 
of my Order to comfort thoſe that faint. 

L. Ped. Oh! Father, I have pray'd, but to 
no Purpoſe, you are the only Object of my 
Thoughts. I bluſh, tho? in tne Dark, to own 
how much I love thee. 


D. Ped, Is it poſſible? 


Air IX. Charming Jenny, you mun love me- 


D. Ped. Faireſt Creature can you love me? 

L. Ped. By my Hopes of Peace, I do; 

D. Ped. Thus, in Tranſports let me hold thee; 
L. Ped. And can you Love me, Father, 100? 


D- Ped- Let our Moments move with pleaſure, 
L. Ped. And new Delights play circling reund ; 
D. Ped. Mayour vaſt Bliſſes, know no Meaſure, 
Both. And we will live in Love profound. 


D. Ped. Come to my Arms, and let your 
Bluſhes brood their ſoft' ning Warmta upon my 
Boſom. 5 

I bey embrace each other. 
Is your Husband ſafe ? 

L. Ped. Safe enough, Tho? it won't be long 
ere he return. Fortune ſmil'd upon my Wiſhes, 
and call d him luckily abroad- 

D. Ped. then let us improve the little time we 
have, Thus let me cool the raging Fever in 
your Blood - 

I Catebes. bold of ber Arm, pulls out a Rope and 
beats her. 

L. Ped: Oh! what do you mean to murder 
me! Inhuman Monſter, oh! Murder, Murder, 
Murder, Oh, Oh, Oh! Falls on the Couch. 
Enter 


| Enter Clara. | 

Bleſs me! what is the matter, Madam ? 

D. Ped Only adminiſtring a little Pennance, 
Miſtreſs, it won't be amiſs to beſtow a little on 
you too. [ Beats her ſmartly.” 

Cla. The Devil take you, and your Pennance 
too, you old ſanctified Dog you — Thieves, 
Thieves, Il have you equip'd for the 
Opera! Sirrah, I will ſo. A Light, there's 
Thieves in the Houſe : Oh! oh ! Thieves my 
Lady's murder'd. 

D. Ped. [Ajide.] I muſt not ſtay for a Light, 
leaſt they diſcover me; one farewell Stroke, and 


now remember your Benefactor Mrs. Bawd- 
[Strikes ber, She ſhrieks- 


| [Exit D, Ped. 
Cla. Yes, I ſhall remember you with a ven- 
geance. [ Enter Teague with à Light. 


Tea. Arra, by my ſhoul, what ſhall be the 
matter Joy, is the Houſe haunted has the 
great Devil, and the little Devil put the Fright 
upon you both togather, one ater another. 

L. Ped. Be gone, impertinent Fool, 

Tea. Fool, pon my Salvation Iriſhmen are no 
Fools, we make Engliſh Men Joy; and Spani- 
ards too- | 

Cla. Get out Sirrah, or I'll fling the Candle at 
your Head- | 

Tea. Arra Pox take your ugly Face, and him 
that wou'd put a Kiſs upon it Joy, for Teague. 

Exit Teagues 

L. Ped, Oh! Clara I am kill'd, this curſed 
Prieſt has kitPd me. | 

Cla. Was there ever ſuch a Monſter ! I dare 
ſwear I am Black from __ to Foot; he laid on 

| 2 10 
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ſo unmercifully —— my Mind miſgives me the 
. Prieſt is no Man, this feels like an occaſional 
Correction. 

L. Ped. Occaſional do you call it? Pm ſure 
he has givn me Occaſion to remember his Pen- 


nance this Twelve-month. 
Don Pedro Within: 


D. P. Pi ofey, Pigley, ere are ye Child ? 

T. P. Oh Hevn it is my Husband's Voice; 
he's return 'd, what ſhall I by for my Indiſpoſi- 
tion? 

Cla. Oh Invention where art thou? 

Pauſes, | 
[Enter D. Pedro, 

D. Ped. What a Sleep, deary. | 

(la. A Sleep ! no, no, Senior alaſs! my poor 
Lady had like to have been kill'd ſince you went, 

'D. Ped. Kill'd! — how ye make me Trem- 
ble. 

Cla. Going down the Stairs her Foot ſlipt 
and down ſhe came from top to bottom, and 
bruiſed her ſelf fadly 3 that the is not able to 
ſtir a Finger, *Tis a Mercy the was not kill'd 
out- right. 

L. Ped. Excellent Wench: IA ld. 

D. Ped. Here's a pure Jade at Invention — 
they I Wene Devil's a Lyar- But Ill be hang'd 
if this Wench wont out-lye the D Devil. 

[ Aide. 


| Jam heartily forry for this Misfortune, poor 
dear Pigſey — bar I hope thou haſt not broke 
any Bones- 
L. Ped. But I am hurt, Pudſey? 
D. Pei. I am ſorry for it, for I have invited 
Father Bernardo to Sup with us: I met him 
hard 
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hard by, and brought him back with me, be- 
cauſe I know he's a Favourite with my Pigſey. 
| Cla. [ Afide- Not fo great a Favourite as he 
was, if you knewall. 

L- Ped. I beg tobe excus'd, Pudſey, I can- 
not come down, beſide, I have no Stomach» 
Cla. No, no, the P ieſt has given us Supper e- 
nough, more than we ſhall digeſt one while. 
 [Afide. 
D. Ped. Well, if you can't eat there's no more 
to be ſ:id, take care of your __ Clara. 
we'll drink thy Health, my little Fiſu 
it Pedro. 
L· Ped. My Heart riſes at the Villain; if I 
cou'd ſee him, I think in my Soul I cou'd tear 
him Limb from Limb, Oh! That I cou'd be re- 
veng' d. | A 
Cla, What Revenge cou'd you take, bad e- 
nough, Madam? *tis impoſſibleto find Revenge 
equal to the Affront · wy cal end to a La 
that expected I could flea him alive, ſo 
cou'd- 


Air X. My Heart is ſo free. 
My" Fleſþ it yet akes, 
And my Heart it ſo quakes, 
My Paſſion yet ſtronger will riſe out. 
1s this all his Skill, 
To uſe you ſo ill, 
1 freely cou d tear his Eyes out, 


L. Ped. My Head akes grievouſly. 

Cla. Let me cover you up upon the Be 
Madam, a little Sleep will ſettle your Head a- 
gain. [Exit Omn. 


SCENE 
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- SCENE. 4 Garden. 


| Enter Don Pedro and Barnardo. 


F. Bar. Your Lady poſſeſt, ſay ye —— 
D. Ped. Tis ev'n ſo, Father. I left her in 
her Senſes, and found her ſo, I thought, about 
two Hours ago, but now ſhe raves, calls Names, 
and talks of being beat by every Body that 
comes near her. 
Fi. Bar. poor Lady — I am exceeding ſorry, 
Tl take care ſhe ſhall be pray*d for by the whole 
Convent. | 
D. Pen. I wiſh you wou'd fee her, Father per- 
haps your ghoſtly Admonition may do her good. 
Men of your Function have Power over unclean 
Spirits. Pray try what you can do for her. — 
F. Bar, With all my Heart, — but I have 
no holy Water about me —— nothing frights 
the Devil like holy Water- Thence comes the 


Proverb you know- 
| [ Exernt Both. 


D. Ped. I can help you to ſome, pleaſe to 

walk this way, Father. | 
[Scene Diſcovers Lady Pedro aſleep, En- 
ter Father Barnrdo, Don Pedro, 

* £iſtning- | 
F. Bar. Peace be here — ha! She Sleeps — 
how invitingly ſhe lies. What a delicious Mor- 
ſel has this old ſapleſs Log ev'ry Night to Snoar 
Over: 


Air XI · 


9. 
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Air XI. Thomas 4 cannot. 


How Charming ſhe lies, 

It makes my Blood riſe, 
Tis Joy beyond all Expreſſing 3 
My Flame ſo great, ſure 

No Art can it Cure, 

But this lovely Angel Poſſeſſing $ 
T we are 7 | 
Zet by Deceit hid, 

We often obtain the Bleſſing- 


D. Ped-[ Afide.] — Well ſaid Prieſt O! 
This is a charming holy Man, no wonder he's 
the Womens Favourite. 

F. Bar. I feel ſtrange Deſire and diſorder on 
the fudden —— my Pulſe beats quick —— and 
ev'ry Senſe ſeems Raviſh'd at this Objet 
ha! We are alone, what hinders - me to 

make uſe of this Opportunity ? 

D. Ped. O' unds I ſhall be Cuckolded before 
my Face- | [ Afide. 

F. Bar. Beſides, no body dare preſs upon our 
Priva we have the Advantage above the 


Laity, — Pl try. If ſhe ſhould prove Virtu- , 


ous and reſiſt, the Noiſe will paſs upon her Huſ- 
band for the Effect of her Poſſeſſion · For 
I ſhrewdly ſuſpect ſhe is not Mad indeed, and 
only puts it on to avoid the Embraces of that 
Skeleton, unfit for a Woman of her Youth and 
Fire. Aſides 

D. P. Well — for a thoroughly pac'd Whore- 
maſter, commend me to a Prieit, I ſayk — 

H Bar. Well — I'll try Pm reſolv'd. 

[Steals ſoftly to her and Xiſſes ber. 


ts | D. Ped, 


-"= 
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D. Ped: Very well — Zounds ! I ſhan't con- 


tain my ſelf. — 5 
L. P. I dream't- Ha ! Bleſs me ! the Mon- 


*P ſter's here. Oh! That I cou'd look him dead. 


PF. B. Do not riſe, my charming Angel, let me 
Feaſt my Eyes upon that lovely Face; the per- 


fect Image of the Bleſs d above 


L. P. Do not Inſult me thou ungrateful Traitor, 
do not! = 
F. B. What means my Charmer? Oh! for- 

give my raſh Proceedings, and blame your Eyes 
——— thoſe dear Bewitching Eyes, for all that I 
have done- 
IL. P. Oh! Monſter Devil, worſe, if worſe can 
be than the Devil, thou very Prieſt: 

D- P. ¶ Aſide. Excellent it works now as I 
wou'd have it. | | 
IL. P. You thought you had kill'd me I ſup- 

zoſe but you ſhall find live to have a juſt 


evenge, Monſter- 
{ Flies up and beats him. 


Air XII. OB! Polly you might have 7 7d 


F. Bar, Ob Daughter, I tremble! thus to ſee 
Du ſo Diſtemper'd in your Mind. 
I. Ped: No more to enrage me, 
Nought ſhall aſſwage me; 
But Revenge J ſoon will find. 


F. Bar. Help! help ! help- Bleſs me ſhe is 
really Poſſeſt. [Beats him. 
| Enter Clara with à Stick. 

. Ciz. Ha! Are ye here again, old Belzebub- 

[ Lays on him, 


D. P. ¶ Aide] 1 ſhall die with Laughing: 
F. Bas 
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F. B. What do ye mean, Madam; pray be 
calm, I wowd comfort ye. 

Cla. As how Father, prays I am much mi- 
wy if you have any thing that will comfort 
a Lady · 

L- 4 Yes, Villain, I can ſhew your Marks 
of Comfort, I can ſo. But PII be reveng d on 
ye, I will Lone him- 

D. . [ Afide-) Oh! rare Fiſup! O rare 
Clara. 1 | 8 
F. B. Bleſs me, by St. Anthony, they are 
both poſſeſt, the Maid has caught her Frenzy, of 
her Miſtreſs in Nomine Domin. 

[Runs to the Table, and takes a Baſon. 
| of Holy Water and ſprintels em 
D. [ Afide-) — 0 rare Prieſt ; ha, ha, ha. 

L. f. Ill Nomine Domini you, you had better 
have hang'd yourſelt in your Rope's End, than 
have usd it on us —T'l make it a dear Beating 
to you, Sirrah. | | 

L 


B. Oh Maria mater- (FlingstheWater over em 

. Oh! he'll drown me- | 
F B. Avant Satan. I conjure you by 
St · Anthony, St. Bridget, ando ur Lady of Lo- 
reit a. [Sill flings water. 
Cla. Strikes the Baſon down and breaks ir 


| Cla. What, ho! a Rape! I'll have you 
hang'd ; I'll ſhew the World the Jewel they 
doat on, ——-I ſaw when you wou'd have 

raviſh*d my Lady, thou Monſter of Iniquity- 
F. B. Mercy on me, the Devil is very 
ſtrong in em both 
| e 


* 


Why 


\ 
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Enter N Pedro 


p. Ped. (Aid) Ha! 1 muſt reliete the 
Prieſt, or they Il murder him between em, 


See the Rage of a diſa ted Woman, 
What's the * here ? pra y Father with- 


draw, I am heartily For ny 'for 8 il} Treat- 
ment; it is the heighth of their Feng; you 
ſee Father, V1] wait upon you in the next 


Roo a ls Yeu can do em no 
* l deal Pai El 


ei 
F. B. Alas, Senior; 
+ Wat We 
1 45 *. DANY 0, Senjor? 74 
ve Faviſnd iy Lady, dad not 


— wm 
B. N Ne, Milkreks, you cry'd out, cath 
he did not raviſh your you or 0, 17 


reckan With YOu Wickin, = 8 


Now, Madam, for your, e you know 


this Lecker. 
I. P. Ha! my Letter to Father Barnardo 


—=The Villain has betrayed. me, and I am 
undone. FAfrde. 


P. P. Why don't ye ſpeak, What are ye 
u. then I muſt berch you to your Speech 


Pul}s out a Dagger. 
L. 5 Gn defend me, 


heaven. us 
alls. or ber. Knees,) name I heaven, I 


have offended that in wronging thee, tho” but 


in Fhought: O forgive me, have pity on my 
Youth 
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Youth, and let me live; ———_— me as 
ſeverely as you pleaſe; let ev'n him, who has 
betray'd my Name, my Sentence, then Pm 
ſure it will be harſh — 2 — Whate'er 
it be, I will religiouſly perform it- 
D. P. [ Aſide.] I melt, the cunning Baggage 
knows her Power: b 

L. P. Oh! do Pudſey, do, won't you for- 
give your nown Fiſup? Can you pierce this 
Boſom you. have ſo often kiſsd; and fee 
my Blood run trickling down- 
D. Ped. I am conquerd, I can hold no long- 
er; riſe— for this time I forgive you, but on 
Condition you never ſee your ghoſtly Father 
more No more-Harrangues in Praiſe of his Sanc- 
tity and Holineſs of Life. Do you hear, Fiſup, 

P. No, never, indeed, | 
D. P. Take heed, for if I catch you faulty 
look to it, expect no pardon, 7, 
Lo ay o, when I am, may I your pardon 
miſs, 
Since you ſo generouſly forgive me this. 
D. r. When Wives, like mine, give Inclina» 
tlon ſcope, | 


No Cure for Cuckoldom like Oil of Rope, 
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